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NA 


Barbara sat in an office chair, one leg tucked underneath her and her elbow on the arm of the chair. She used 
her toe on the floor to turn the chair side to side as she gazed across the room at Stone with a little grin on 
her lips. 

"No." 


"Oh, come on. Please? Just this once." She rolled her eyes and stopped turning the chair. "You have been 
divorced for a year!" 


"Soe" 
"So, you need to meet someone.” 


"If | do, | do. If | don't, its not a big deal" 


"It IS a big deal. Make that divorce mean something." 


Stone bristled, shooting her a mild look of warning. "It does mean something. It means Liz doesn't have to live a 


lie anymore. And neither do |" 

With a frustrated sigh, Barbara dropped the hand that was propped up. "Don't you trust my judgment?" 
He snickered and shook his head. "That's not why I'm telling you no’ 

"Then why are you telling me no?" 


Stone stood up and, with more force than was necessary, he set his guitar down in the rack. "Because l'm not 


ready! Okay? Happy?" 


"You're forty-two years old, buddy! Get back in the saddle. Or, in your case, just get in the saddle. Get one 


foot in a stirrup. Something." 


He raked his fingers through his shaggy, greying hair and then put his hands on his thin hips as he gazed at 
his good friend. "Why does this matter so much to you?" 


"Because | think it was a really brave thing you did and now, | just want to see you finally living the life you 


were meant to live." 


"And you think that life includes this other gay friend you have? How many gay friends do you have, Barb, just 


in case this one is a no-go?" 


Barb rolled her eyes again. "Ha-ha. | happen to have a lot of gay friends so we can work our way down the list. 


How's that?" 

"No" 

"Then say yes to this one." 

Stone gave her a sarcastic, patronizing look. "No?" 

"l'Il keep bugging you until you say yes." 

"Ill change the locks on the door." 

"Pll call" 

He crossed his arms over his chest. "I'll change my number." 


lll rent a plane and write it in the sky." Barb giggled and waved her hand over her head, pretending to write 


something with her index finger. 


Now, Stone smiled. "I'll .. fuck," He dropped his arms to his sides. "I don't know." 

"Say yes! You'll say yes! But you should just do that now. Planes are kind of expensive, aren't they?" 
"| want to see how dedicated to this you are." 

Barb clapped her hands together and squealed. "You're going to like him so much! | promise!" 
"Who is it? By the way, | didn't say yes." 

"Close enough. Don't worry about who it is. You probably don't know him. 

"| know lots of people." 

"Not him. 

"Barb, | know everybody you know." 

"You do not" 

"Fine, tell him he can come by here. I'll probably have coffee made." 

"No, | am not telling him to come to your weird studio. | want this guy to like you." 

Stone laughed. "Then we probably shouldn't meet at all” 

"Oh, my god. You're infuriating." 

"See? More reason why he shouldn't meet me." 

"Dinner this Friday. Ill let you know when and where." 

"Coffee, but not here." 

"Drinks. Friday night. At the place of my choosing.’ 

Stone sighed. 

"And could you wear something nice?" 


"| don't own anything nice." 


"There are stores all over this city." She grinned 


He scrunched up his nose and started to mimic Barb in a high-pitched voice, "Wear something nice. Don't let 


him come to the studio." 
"You'll thank me." 


"| doubt it." 


Nate had just finished cleaning up the small kitchen in the condo he was renting in Ballard. When his phone rang, 


he picked it up from the island and saw Barbara's name on the small screen. 
With a scowl, he answered, "What do you want now, meddler?" 
"Hello. It's so nice to hear your voice, too." 


"Uh-huh," He tucked the phone between his chin and shoulder as he opened the fridge and took out a bottle of 
beer. "What do you want?" 


"Drinks. Friday. Tavern Law." 

"Um, what's that?" 

‘Its a bar. And dress nice!" 

"Why?" 

"Because | said so." 

"Barb." Nate sighed and raked his fingers through his hair. 
"You have been single for, like, ever." 

"So? | like being single." 

"You do not!" 

"| do so!" 


"What did you do tonight?" 


Nate hesitated and looked around at the spotless condo. "Cleaned" 
"| rest my case!" 


He took off his glasses and hung the arm in the crook of his thumb and index finger and then pinched the 
bridge of his nose. "So you're trying to set me up." 


"Yes, | am." 

"With who?" 

"You'll see. Just trust me, okay?" 

"Last time | trusted you, you set me up with a twenty-year-old kid, Barb!" 
She laughed. "If | remember right, you had a magical night." 

"You're impossible." 

"Friday, nine o'clock. Tavern Law." 

‘| have plans." 


"Rearranging in alphabetical order the bare pantry in your rental condo does not count as plans." 


December is generally the coldest and wettest month in Seattle. Nate found a parking spot two blocks away. He 
pulled his scarf a little tighter around his neck, turning up the collar on his coat. He grumbled under his breath 


as he quickly walked to the bar, "Can't believe I'm doing this. l'm gonna kill Barb." 


He stepped into the tavern and looked around as he unwound the scarf and unbuttoned his coat. It was 
crowded, but the Christmas decorations and the warm fire in the fireplace gave it a cozy feel that made him 
smile. Nate hung his coat on the coat rack just inside the door. He was looking for Barb, assuming she would be 
there, along with this person she was trying to set up with him. Barb was nowhere in sight. As he stepped up 
to the bar, Nate took his phone from his pocket. He asked for a spiked hot apple cider and then started to 


type out a message when he felt someone step in beside him. 
Nate lifted his glance and smiled. "Hey." 
"Oh, wow! Hey. What are you doing in town?" 


"l'm up for a few weeks, actually. Working on a project with a couple friends." 


"Cool! Meeting them here?" Stone glanced around to see if he recognized any other faces. 

"No," He held up his phone. "I was supposed to meet another friend, but she appears to be flaking out." 

The bartender set a mug of hot cider in front of Nate and then looked at Stone. "What can | get you, Stone?" 
Nate lifted an eyebrow as he sipped the cider. 

"Uh, just a, um, just a bottle of Stella" 

"Come here a lot?" Nate queried with a touch of amusement in his voice. 

"Never. But, you know, small town" Stone smiled at him. 

For a few moments, they stood in silence, sipping at their drinks. Stone checked his phone and scowled. Nate 
glanced at the door every time it opened. Then they both turned to each other and opened their mouths to 
say something. 

With a little chuckle, Stone smiled and said, "You first” 

"| was just going to see if you wanted to go sit down. Unless you're waiting for someone.’ 

He frowned. "Blind date, to be honest. They were supposed to be here about fifteen minutes ago." 


"Oh." Nate chewed his lip for a moment. "Me, too. | think they bailed on me." 


Stone laughed, quietly at first. Then, upon seeing Nate grin and shake his head, he laughed some more. "It's 
stupid, right?" 


The redhead chuckled. "Really stupid” 
"Let's go sit down. I'd love to hear what you're working on 


Nate watched Stone's face for a moment, a tiny scowl furrowed his brow. Shaking it off, he turned and looked 
around. "There's an empty table next to the fireplace. Probably too hot" 


"l'Il take it. Come on" Stone led the way through the maze of tables and chairs, ignoring all the looks he was 


getting. 


Tavern Law was a small place with low ceilings and warm, dark wooden walls. There were rows of bookshelves 
on one wall next to the fireplace. Along the other wall were low, cushioned benches with lots of plump pillows 
and matching cushioned ottomans in place of tables. The table Nate spotted was small and round, flanked by 


two oversized wingback chairs. 
He paused and wrinkled his nose while Stone pulled a chair out and started to sit down. 


"What? No?" 


"We'll have to shout over the crowd in order to talk Lets go over there in the corner." Nate pointed to one of 
the benches with pillows. 


Sitting down side by side, the pair gave each other awkward smiles when their knees bumped. Stone picked the 


corner so he leaned back into it and crossed one long leg over his knee. 


Nate sat with his body turned toward Stone. He took another drink of his cider and then set it down, adjusting 
the sleeves on his sweater. "Not used to this cold and rain, I'm afraid It's amazing how fast the sun makes 


you forget." 
"Its not that bad." 


"Not that bad? It's been raining every day for ten days. Not just a little annoying drizzle, either. Full on rain. 
And it's like thirty-four degrees." 


"Yeah. Not that bad" 


Nate opened his mouth to argue but figured it was pointless. Instead, he just shook his head as he picked up a 
small pillow with an embroidered Christmas tree on it. He picked at the fringe. "Told you | forgot about it" 


"So it seems.” Stone nodded with an amused grin. He took a long drink of his beer and then put the bottle down. 
"Tell me about this project." 


As soon as he opened his mouth, Nate's phone buzzed in his pants pocket. He shot Stone a sheepish grin as he 
put the pillow down and shifted to pull his phone out. Looking at the screen, he told Stone, "Oh, here's the flake. 
Sorry." 


He read Barb's text message, which said, "Dont want fo interrupt. How's it going? | knew you guys would like each 
other! Tell me all about it in the morning. ;)" 


Nate quickly typed back: "You suck Where are you? He no-showed" He stuffed his phone back in his pocket and 
gave Stone a cringing smile. "Um, the project. Well, we're, um, we're thinking about trying to do a new Sunny 
Day record" 

"Get out! That's great! That'll be so cool!" 


"Yeah, but -" 


Stone's phone started to beep inside his pocket. He quickly reached for it. "Sorry! Sorry about that." He had to 
shift, leaning toward Nate, to pull it from his pocket and gave the redhead an apologetic smile. Seeing that it 
was a text from Barb, he quickly read it. 


"Where the hell you at, Gossard? Get your ass over there RIGHT NOW or | will never speak to you again! You 


promised!" 


He scowled and murmured without looking up, "My friend is pissed at me for some odd reason" Stone typed 
back, "lam here. Your guy didn’t show up." 


A second after he hit send, his phone was ringing. Stone quickly answered, "Hey, thanks. Thanks for dragging me 
out on this cold night," He shot Nate a grin. "I could be at home with the dog, reading, but no, | listened to you. 
Remind me never to do that again" 

"What do you mean he didn't show up! | just got a text from him saying you didn't show up." 

"Barb, I'm here!" 

Nate quickly picked his head up and watched Stone's face, his mouth falling open. 

"Okay, look for a cute redhead about your age. Probably has a pissed-off expression thanks to you." 


Stone scowled and craned his neck to look around. "I don't see any pissed-off redheads. Sorry." 


"Oh, my god," Nate mumbled. He gently took the phone from Stone's hand and held it up to his ear. "I'm right 
here, Barb. Goodbye." 


Stone looked at him in shock. "You?!" 

Nate held the phone out. "Me" He grinned and shook his head. "She really should have just told me it was you." 
"Seriously," Stone replied as he took his phone back. 

"But | didn't know you were .| mean ." He trailed off, pressing his lips together. 

"| got a divorce about a year ago. It's been pretty quiet. But yeah, | am" 

"That's great!" Nate blurted out. He cringed and shook his head. "| mean, its great that you finally | mean that 
you came out did you come out? It doesn't matter. | just think „its cool. Im glad" He coughed. "I mean glad 


that you're „here? l'm glad you're supposed to be my blind date and not someone | don't know." 


Stone watched Nate's face and his eyes grew wide as the redhead stammered. When Nate stopped, he slowly 


said, "I'm glad its someone | know, too." 

They each picked up their drinks and quickly drank them down, 

Nate switched to rum and Coke while Stone continued with another bottle of Stella After they loosened up a 
little, they started to talk and share things with each other like old friends. Nate told him about how the 
recording wasn't going well because Jeremy, in his new-found Christianity, had taken to preaching to Nate and 
trying to make him realize his sins. Stone confided in him about the divorce and about how he'd agonized over 
the decision for a very long time. 

"So, what will you do if you decide to scrap the record?" 

"Probably go back to LA. What are you going to do about, you know, dating and coming out publicly?" 

Stone sighed and scratched at his beard. "I don't know." 

"Well, you don't have to come out." 

"People see me with a guy and I'm pretty much out. Besides, | don't care about that." 


"What do you care about?" 


He leaned closer to Nate, staring into his eyes. Stone quietly said, "Its like starting all over. | don't know what 
l'm doing. And I'm too old to go through all that again" 


Nate tilted his head and scowled. "What do you mean?" 


"Like," He began and stopped. Stone sighed as he dropped his gaze to the hand on the cushion between them, 
holding him up. "I don't know .| haven't ever .." He lifted his eyes again, silently begging Nate to understand him. 


The redhead studied his face for a long time. "Like „be „with ..” 

“Yost 

"Oh ." Nate quickly reached for his drink and took a big swallow. "Well, that's no big deal” 
"Easy for you to say!" Stone pushed himself back into the corner. 

"| mean „so what? It's not that much different" 

"How would you know?" 


Nate giggled. "| assume." 


‘Its really different." 
"You don't know that until you try.” 


"Who am | going to try with?" Stone snapped. Then, softer, he said, "Barb did say we could work through her 
list of gay friends." 


Nate looked at him with wide eyes. "Thats insulting!" 

"What? | assume you were at the top of the list" 

They both giggled now. 

Nate suddenly stopped. "Wait! Barb wants me to be your first or something” 

Stone laughed some more. "Duh, Mendel” 

"Wow. That's pressure” 

"If you don't want to, like | said, she's got a list” 

Too quickly, Nate said, "No! No .| mean „you're glad its someone you know, right? Do you, do you want to?" 
"What? Now?" Stone exclaimed, looking absolutely terrified. 


Nate abruptly laughed over the look on Stone's face. "No!" He smiled. "This bench definitely does not seem 
sturdy enough for that.” 


With a deep blush, Stone grinned and shook his head. "What if we don't even have chemistry or something?" 
"You're thinking too much. | think we have plenty of chemistry. | think you're attractive and funny and smart" 
"Yeah?" 

‘Mmhmm." Nate nodded 

"Thanks. 

"You're welcome 


"You're kind of good-looking." 


"Kind of?" 

Stone shrugged"For a soulless ginger." 

Nate gave a surprised laugh. "Asshole." 

Stone laughed and gave Nate a sideways glance, which he hoped the redhead would read as an invitation. Nate 
gently cleared his throat and moved a little closer. He leaned into Stone and slid a hand along the other man's 
jaw. Nate gazed into his eyes as he closed the gap and then pressed his lips to Stone's. 


Pulling back, he murmured, "Gonna have to thank Barb now." 


Stone smiled. "Me, too. God, | hate it when she's right" 


